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NVlf f).S'10A  V ,'!g out of the ear until the last faintness is reached, and the glad rhymes clash and dash forth again on their aerial way. Banville is not the poet, he is the bard. The great questions that agitate the mind of man have not troubled him, life, death, and love he only perceives as stalks whereon he may weave his glittering web of living words. Whatever his moods may be, he is lyrical. His wit flies out on clear-cut, swallow-like wings as when he said, in speaking of Paul Alexis' book "Le Besoin d? aimer," "Vous avez trouvez un titre assez laid pour faire reculer les divines etoiles" I know not what instrument to compare with his verse. I
